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MRS. BASCOM'S THINGS.

/1¢ was the day before Mrs. Bascom's
sale and the ncoumulation for forty years
was walting for It, Torty yearsds a lang
time—long enpugh for the rootlets of &
homan heart to strike deep and take firm
hold Mrs, Bdspomn was thinking this as
wsha walked around the yard fur the laal
time. Sha stopped by & branching maple
and Inld a caressing hand vpon it

MWe planded this tree that . firet

ning,” ahe sald softly to herself. “lt

n't more than a foot high-—-and we've
own hera together ever since,  Ah, mt,
'8 hard (o trapsplunt old trees
‘aur. there was nio help for it She knew
that  When Col. Bagcom died 1t beeans
abeolutely necessary, to break up thy
horae.  John, the only son, lived near,
but he could not glve up his nlee new
house to go back to the old place, Bally,
the daughter, lived In 8t Touls,  Her
husband was 4 prosperous  merchant,
nnd, of course, moored.  Ho there was
nothiog left for Mra, Bascom but (o
“hrealk up” and Hve with ler children.

The questlon of where Sally had set.
tled in her own declsive lan,

(MOP couree mother will live with ma,"
she ‘eald, “Phe  daughter—not the
daughter-in-law--s the proper one 1o
have the care of the parcnis when they
are old,”

Mra. Basooin ehrank n 1itle at this
frank avowal of fillal obllgation, Hhe
was an active woman ofwixty,' She had
not thought to need earing for! for ten

or mare,

r daughter-in-law was sifting next
to her. Bha took the withered hand in
hera and wtroked It gently,

“AS Sally saye, o doughter has the
firat cladm,” ahe sald tenderly; "but T am
sure mother knows that we would be
ghnd to have her,” And somehow Mra,
Bascom felt comforted.

Sally settled the detnlls of breaking
up Ig the same summary munper, 1t
was her way ol dolog things,

YWe'll just moks o clean sweep,
mother,' she sald, “Ihers's nothing
worth saving, and we'll sell them all”

Mrs. Buscom;was tuking things out of
the bureau drawens.

“Don't you think 1'd better take the
bureau with me, doughter? she asked,
a ligtle anxjpusly. 1t was o mahogany
chiest of drawers without casters,

“Oh, my, no, mother! I wouldn't hayve
thatlumbering old thing around for any-
thing., 1 have a handsome antique oak
dresser In your roomy and a chiffonier to
mateh,. You'll have all the drawer space
¥ou can possibly use'

Mra Bascom was opening nnd shutting
the empty drawers nlmlessly,

“Pye-had this buresn for forty yeara,"
she sald, as if to herself,  *"We bought it
when we went 1o houscketplng, 1 sup-
pise’ It 18 a lttle old-feehioned"-=thore
was a touch of wounded feeling in her
wolee=—*"but it was considersd a fino plece
of furniture In Hae day.  The op. drawer
was father's, and'the second drawer wis
thet one I kept my baby clothes in. T can
Just see Jonn's Metle Unen-cunbric shirts,
trimmed with threal edging, now! Sally,
It seems Miko 1 would hate (o eell this
bureau.”

ST take ., mother, and keep It for
you,” =all Tdzzle, quistly,

“Why, Liagle,” remunstrated her els-
tﬂl:ln-luw. “you haven't any room for

"'l make room." sald Mrs, John Bas-
com, 4 little curtly.

The old lady was not much help, Every
artiele in the house was full of tender
memoeles to her, and am she went from
an# to anuther, =itting a  moment in
Heather's chalr,” and touching this thing
and that, she was clearly giving & good-
Ly to them 41l. Such o hald {nanimate
things will get upon the affectlons,

“You wouldn't have any use for thls
new rag carpet, would you, d hier?"

“None in the world, mothe

ST dldn't kpow biut you might put 1t n
she back part of the house, 1tooka h=ap
of patna with this carpet, and nearly
the last thing father did waa to bring it
foms from the Weasver's, He took such
an intersd b kb when | wos making At
a';dm;" dld. Yo don't think you had

it i down In my yoom, do you,

Sally?”
S*0h mocmother; {6 wouldn't' be in
keeping with anything In théroom, And
then I've just put down o new bady
Brussels. 1 don’t feel that thers la any-
thing too good for my mither,” afec-
tonately

Alre. Basecomn smiled back bravely, but
shée looked wistfully at the carpet, after
all,

And so It went.

and when
Laouls with
v ‘belongings packed (n o niw
trunk, dhe was aa stripped and desolute
mn old woman as ever swallowed her
teirs and emiled.  TLwam ag o grapeving
had been prepared for lrangplantlog by
carefully shaking the ¢arth from (s
roots and clipping 1ts tendrils: neatly
awry.

They Md not hear from her often
Bally has gald wonld have all the
tims there was now to write lettors, but
Ietter-writing—for pleapure—had been
crowdad out of her busy couniry le,
and when letsure came ghe was too old to
fofm a new habit '

Mrs. John Bascom wont down to St
Louls ot tha'time of the fair. nearly b
year after the breakdog up, She stayed
chree waeks,

The night she came back she had a
plain talk with her hus

“John," she #ald in anawer to his In.
quirtes, “mother 8 dying of homesioke
ness!  She nover muked i complalnt, but
she {a Just ‘ar unhappy as she can boe—|
know she {8

“Why, Liszle,” John Tascom ralsed a
ehooked face, You don't mean that
Sally jen't good 1o mother '

“Sally 18 Just as good to mother as
she can he; that |e, she is na good to her
as phe known how to be. Rut, John,
Sally has no more understanding of ald
poople's feellngs than I have of —IF
art, It ia like this: Eally wants
tozhave' nn ensy tme; #o gho to
out of an active country life, full of
onrea for other poople, and puts her in
heér own' far-awny city home, Where
there Is not & famldllar object, and whero
she hos abrslutely nothing to do,

“Thon shie expectis hor to ba happy,
And It Isn't human nature to he—at
legut It Ian't In' old people’s nature, *

"L owish you could et mother's room,
John—Nrumels carpet, lnve curtaing, ol-
egant rogs andd A foldlng bed, And
maother Ihorribly afrald of that Yed—
thinks shie s golng to be folded up In it
some nlght.  She wante ally ta glve

hir o' bedgtend, but wald thin
matched the get, perfootly
safe. Ho mother goes 1o bed In fenr nnd

tromhling avery night,

“Then, of courme, It han o matbron:
Rots 40 cold fn the night that kee bonhes
Juwt nehe, antd wha 1iea there and thinks
how : good 1t wouldl foel te  have the
feathern cdme up aronnd her baok. Tan't
that pitltul, John? You know, she al-
wWiyn . slept on feathern, 1 mpoke to
Bally about It, and told hee I would ot
you {e vond her fenther bed right down
But Bally was quite stiff about 1t-aal
she din't think It best tor mother (o
klean on fenthiers—It was not hienlthy,

“And then the mext day whe wont
down town and baong v down quilt for
mother'n bad — pald 420 for 1t Wian't
bt moro [HKe hor? Mally wants sother
to be_happy, but she winis hee to lis
happy In hor way."

John Dascom got up exeli sty

Y wAnd " that fenthor bed to mothep
to-marrow,'” he aald, "nfd writo (o Hally
10 geol hor i deeont Chiei b Ad
to malch hior met, and 'L pay I

YW, no, Y yw't, John
wouldn't have you do I for the woprll
Hot ohe, mimeon her Whingd, T know, We
wWore on the strest ofie dhy and passed
by a setond -hand wior It e (it
mother hnd stopped, and 1 went Bk
Hhe waa standing thore loaking bt the
whoatron flove, and tha telirn Witw
runntng down hoe oheebkn by Lilegle,
Whe mnld, "ihin in Just Hie my old Y iYes

ning diar*
John Pascora Wlew hig hose vigorounly
“Hut, John," contiued hik wife, “it
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FRENCH RUCEPTION TOILETTR FROM HARPER'S BAZAR

Some of the reception costumes ure ex-
cendingly showy and effective this sa-
umn,  The gown {llustrated by our cut
and taken from Harper's Bazar is par-
Wlarly smare. 10 ls embroldered with
ver nnd gold spangles, put anounil
lozenge-shaped bits of blue mirror vel-
vil, nnd Nilesgreen satin on’ the short
Jucket, which opens to show a front of

Nile-groen eatin partlally covered with a
noektle of embroidered net,  The gkirt
anid sleeves of this gown are of brochs
wllk, @& blue with large silver leaves, Thia
design 18 from 1o Compagnie Lyonnalse,

y wear with the gown s a hat from
Mareseot. 1t s of velvet pliaae, Ltimmed
with orange velvet and gold buckle, an
algrette, and black plumes,

i

lan't just the thingd that mother misses
—It Is the home feellng.  Without
meaning to do it, Bally never lets her
lose sight of the fuct that she 18 Iving
in her house, Old people ke to potter
around the house and feel that they are
of use. Sally never will let her mother
do o thing. She says (he servants are
there to do the work, and she wants her
to rest, And g0 she rests untfl she s
tired to death. She says she just longs
sometimes 1o get hold of o dishpan full
of lshes,

“Sally had  told me  before about
mother's putting on o gingham apron
and golng Into the kitchen the first
Monday morning to do the dishes, and
let the girl go at the washing, ind how
she had had to tell ber plainly that she
never ot anybody intgrfere with the
servants’ work. Think of making her
feel that she was interfering, when she
wantied 1o help, WALE L 4

“One day 1 was sewing In her rbom.
Shis began cutting the sdraps into cRr«
pet pags—from sheer' force of habit, T
coulil see. I've Leen doing thia all my
I, she sald, when 1 laughed, ‘aod I
forgot. It ix second nature, 1 sappose,
and 1 tove to do it 1 huva's plee 1ot
of white rags that 1 can't Ledr Lo throw
away, becatse they would make some-
body such gocd carpet tigs,’ *Getithem
out,' 1 =ald, ' and sew Liiem for my car-
pet. They armn what I neoed®

“Yoahn, yoit ought 1o liive seenhowin-
terented she In ten minutes we

wis
wern dn the midst of billowe of carpat
rigd and an anlmpted  discussion ot

Iy walked Ino

dyen, Just then &
'she gakd, “what I the

*Why, muthen' s
world are You doing

0 m Junt sing nome carpet ragsy
for Ligzle, daughier,” mother suld, dep-
recutingly.
hink T swouldn't do that sortiof
pald. “The fusz guls In
le doesn't really

shit to have seen mothier’s face
change—every bll of Inlerest faded out
of It. T felt so porvoked nt Bally. She
put the rags away anid sald, “T won't do
I Af you 1 sitor pots GRuUghter
tiv (l: '..

‘Ar s nt own the next
day und got a table cover -and some

¥

and fliosels, and 1'don’t know

. BOTH

voul're drunk.

foudd e m
takenh th I
aleahiol ¢

workph both wayn'

what all, and gave them 1o mother, and
told her whe thought she would find
that much njeer than sewilng rags!
And go poor mother, whose hands wre
trilned Lo knitting and darning, and
mending, 18 laboring now with filosele,
and yearnlhg for carpet ragst"

And Johin Bascom's heart was yearns
Ing for his mother,

“Lizgle,” he sald, with n man's help-
lessness, *what can we do?™

“I've thought It all eut, John"

John brigthened, He had great eonfl
denen in his wile's Tesources,

SWell wrlte and usk mother to come
and spend the winter with vs, I ar-
ranged that before I left. And then, if
It Iw ak | think, and mother s happler
here than there, we'll just Keep her—
ind Sally can't help hergelf. In thut
wauy [t will be pleasuntly settled, and
nobidy will have any feeling,

How casy and natural it seemed.

‘Tl go down and see her mysell,"
John said, “I'm going to Jeflerson Clty
next week, anyway."

And 5o [t was settied,

A few hours:Jater, as Mr, Bagoom wan
uinking Intu’ Elumber, his wife wide
awnke, asked, “John, who bought
maother's old ‘Evenlng Star? "

“Why-y, Mr. Sam Driscoll, I think,
I'm not sure, The book will ghow.”

“What book?™

“SVhy the secount book thut the sales
were put down bt

O courst! Where Is J12"

L | lower part of the bookouase,
with my papers. Why "

“Oh, nothing. Go to sleep.”
week lnter John Bascom started for

! He was Lo boe gone [pr four
i were busy days for Mrs,
it wml. They had declded to give up
1 bed room downstoirs, and she was
“Oid people don't like to
;" ohe b
week #he had made sun-

had sturted o
and the 'lhired
L viurned one day ane
Id have thought she was golng to
L gecond-hand furnitura store.
rnoon of the fourth day drow
. Llzale woa putting the fiin-
lehing touchon to the room,
Thestfl be hete In o minute,

wa

she

W 'a‘ Yo

i T When & fellar tuh "Moted
I | ksl with Kinndilah
U0 & Ulamied  goor  Tale that - won

sald. *I'll just have time to loop these
curtaing, and then all will be done”
and she looked around approvingly.
Well might she approve. It was the fac
simile of Mother HBascom's ald room.

On the Moor was & rag carpel that
“futher took such an interest in"'—
bright as when |t wis madett had been
on Lizzle's darkened spare room,

In one corner was the old mahogany
bureaugand in the other u wadnut bed-
stead, with high, soft Teat bed and
home-made counterpane. Near the stove
stiod an oM, ol wash-stand, palnted
o imitate mahogony, with a grayish,
mitted top supposed 10 represent mar-
ble, Theye was a hole fn it for the
bowl, Over Ly the window was a small
¢herry table, A worn copy of the Tes-
tament and Pralma lay on it

It was a chilly afternoati In early
November, and i cheerful fire crackled
in—was it?—yes, It wasa really—Mry,
Bascom's old "Evenlng Star." Two
chairs were In front of the stove—ons a
low split-bottomed rocker,paloted green
and the other a blg brown wooden one,
It wus *'father’s chair

Lizgie had Jooped the last curtain and
was surveylng it eritically, *“Dotted
muslin. would have been prettier," sald
ghe, “but the bleached golton was what
mother had, And here they come."

They let her rest awhlle in the aitting
room before taking her to her room,
When ghe entered it her eyes fell on the
Carpet,

“Why, Lizsie," she sald, “aln't this
my carpet? Why"—she was looking
arotind the room now—"Lizxie there are
my things—that were sold. Where did
you get them®' Her voles was lense
und almost glern.

"I hought them back, mother, They
were all in the neighborhood,and every-
body was glad to let me have them
when they knew what 1 wanted them
for. 1 thought you would feel more at
home If you had them—don't you lke
them, mother 7' a little anxlously.

Mrs. Bascom had  dropped into &
chalr and covered her eyes with hoer
hand. Bhe looked wp wow with tears
streaming down her cheeks,

“Like them?" she sald. “Why, child,
T've just longed for these things,
dldn't know how my heart was bound
o them or I never wonld have et them
go. I've trisd to make myself feel how
ehildish 1t was, and I never told a soul
how 1 felt, but, oh, Lizzie, I've been so
nomesfck for my things Lizzle, I've been
go homeslck for my things!™

8he went from one thing to another
with the delight of o ohild,

“How good that bed will Teel this
winter,” ghe apdd. “And here's my lit=
tle stand table, too, and—Lizzle, ain't
that my Testament "'

“Yes'm, It was In one of those draw-
ers when the table was gold, and we
never knew 16"

“And Bally thought sheyhad burned
it up. Bhe hought me a nlee Oxford Bl-
ble, with a lot of maps and Paul's mis-
slopary journeys In it, But when people
get old they don't seoin o Card 50 much
about studying the Hible as about read-
fngg it And ¢hls has so many passages
marked, Here's the text Sister Ann's
funeril sermon  was  preacheéd from—
and fathers—and my litle Henry's.

Oh, I'm glad to get this Testamentl
back."

They were sitting around the fire la-
ter,

“Mother,” sald John; "I hopes you
haven't forgotten how to knit. I've
been thinking how good a palr of your
warm socks would feel these cold
morninga.

Mrs, Bascom turned eagerly to  her
daughtar, “lg thers any yarn n the
houss, Lizsie?"”

“AMayhe T ean find some sald Liz-
zie, mendaclously, 8he had bought some
1v before in anticipation of this,
ok to-morrow.”

“111 have you n pair by the last of the
woek, #on. I've seen the time when 1
cotld turs off my sock in a day, but I
o I'm a lttle out of practice,

“John,yoit needn't put mother at work
quite so soon, I want her to help me
with my blue stripe first.”

“Haven't you colored that strips yet?”

“N'm, 1 don't know how."

“Iohn," sald his mother, briskly, “get
me some Prussion blue to-morrow, and
we'll go vight at IL" Filosells had been
hard to manage, but she wns on famil-
far ground now.

Lizele went about her supper after
awhile, and the two were left together
“2p you Jke 1t, do you, mother? snld
John, seelng Her glance rest lovingly on
the familiar objects.

Afrs, Hascom had lald a  trembling
hand In his

“Joh eghe mald, Lrokenly, “T don't
feel ke 1 ever eould leaxe this room."”

s hand elosed on hera

“Yan never shall,” he enld, “This (s
your liome from now on,

John Bascom went to town the next
day and A not return untll nearly
night. When he came he went directly
to his mother's room. The door wis ajar,
Bhe was st r in the twillght, rocking
gonlly, Under the table was o bnll of
vl carpet rags She had been rend-
Wl tho open Testament Jay on her
Ingp. A gray sock, well into the leg, had
slipped to the floor

She Jid not hear him, Bhe was sing-
Inge Baftly to the tune of Hebron:

Thus far the Lord hath led mion,
Thue far hig enre prodongs my days,

And svery evening shall make known
Some fres!y memorial of his grace,

Tt wae her old twillght hymn,

He cloged the door guntly and went 1o
Liazle,

“You" she sald, when he told her
about {t. “Mother had one huppy day,
anyway. 1 ean see that whe |8 glad o
get binek to the okl nelghborhood.

“pirgle,” mald Johm, suddenly, "how
A1 yon happen to have that yarn here?
Yau don't knit'

“How did vou happen to want  ¥arn
gockn?" ghe retorted, “You don't wear
them.'

Then they both lavphed.

“What do you suppose mother aald
about vau Iast night?" he nekod,

“What dld she say?" pald Lizziecur-
{ounly.

“She sald, ‘John, you have a good
wife, and ahe's got a henp of feeling,' "

“And what dld you say?" she asked,
archiy, but with brimming eyes,

Y1 opaddl, *She hoe mot " lie answered,

emphatically.
d then John Roascom 414 what he
iooften do excopl when he eame
from the S0 Louls falr—he Kinpod
Caroline H, Stanley, In the
Independent

-

A FEW wooks ago the oditor  wa
tnkan witha very severo cald that enis

ol hilm tn b in " foet
miperatile  condition It was un-
doubiediy o bindl [ L2  § In

grippe and recogniring I an dangerous
he took fmmedinte steps €0 bring nbout
a apovdy cure, From  the  adveriises
ment of Chutberiain's Cough Ttemody
pod the many  good  reeommendations
fncluded theteln, we sonelided 1o mnke

a At trial of the mediolin, To sy that
Jt wak pallnfactory in it results, s pwl
ting WL very mildly, ood, Tt noted Hlka

migle and the re was n apesdy and
potmanent core. We have 0o hosltancy
I velarnmanidine this excoellent  Cowgh
Heowidy (o any nficted with w
ot ar cold In any form«The Tin
ner of Libarty,  Lidberiytown, Mary
tnd Tha 25 and 00 cenl sixvs for wale
Ly drigel
-

O heal {he brok nnd disnnmed
mues, e othe Lhe TERTEa b murfaoon, to
tntantly rellove wod (o pormanenily

e o the mission of TeWiLs Witoh
Flazit) Ml harl 11, 1 e Ma i
s Tawedft e wereetsg Chintham Binelpie,
arty-migth and ducab sirosin; A R
Bl N T Main Bieiel:  Hxioy
Yirom, Penn and Hana slieeis; Howie &
Oy Brlidgaport ]

Al patn bonlatved by Dee SEbos® Padn 111 Ls,

ATURDAY, OBTOBER 2, 1897,

Algernon O'Flaherty—Awrevaw,Bvangeeline. O'Hoolihan, aw revaw, T go ter keek do golden Klondike nuggot
trug, my only own, an' 1'll skete fer home an' clalm yer ag me bride s soon es 1 can place at yer feet de woalth of

Monty Cristy.

Ba

"1 DAUGHTER SAVED.

The Wonderful Recovery of Miss
Hattie King,

Sirloken to the Bed and Upon the Verge
of Lusaulty—She Flads s Hemeady When
Hope Had Almost Flod-The Mest Phy-
slolans Falled to de Anythlog tor Her,

From the Ithacan, Ithaca, N, Y.

Mlss Hattle King, of 84 Humbaldt
sireet, Ithaea, N, Y., who was recenily
g0\l that little hope was entertained
for her recovery, has entirely regained
her health, Her case Is one of unusual
Intercat, Follow!ng is substantlally the
language of her stepfather, Charles M.
Burnett, corroborated by that of the
mother, in speaking to a reporter of the
Ithacan:

MISS HATTIE KING.

“Hattie fs now 17 years ald. A year
ago last August she began to complain
of dizziness, which became gradually
worse. She suffered eoxcessiva nausea
and attacks of vomiting, Thera were
days when she eould keep little or noth-
Ing on her stomach. She also was trou-
bled with Kidney disense.  Her blood
was 80 thin that the drop oF Lwo drawn
by the prick of o needle was almost as
colorless as water, She had trouble with
her heart and often falnted from the
sllghtest exertion, ne upon riging from
bed, or from a chalr.

sAnother bad symptom was a cough,
which was so unremitting that it was
the general opinfon of eur friends that
ahe was consumptive.  She lost flesh
rapldly, Sometimes she would be con-
tined ta the ben for two or three wieks
then be around agnin, but only to suffer
o relapme,

vShe was not only a physleal wreek,
but her mind was affected, and at times
whe had no realization of what she was
dolng. We fearcd, In fact, & complete
mentnl overthrow and consequent re-
moval to an asylum, for although we
had two of the best physiclans In the
olty, and had trled several proprietary
mudielnog, none benefited her,

“We hnd rend considerable about Dr,
Willinms' ¥Fink Pilla for Pale People,
anil had ulso heard of gome cages where
they hud done good and we declded to
give them a trial. 'We purchased some
ut the drug store of White & Burdlek, of
thin oity,

SEtte Degan to take the pllls In tha
carly part of January of this year, Im-
provement was notlceable after the Arsl
box hiad been taken. The firat hopeful
sign 1 noticed was that she did not com-
plain of headache. The nitncks of dix-
#lnesn nlgo began Lo abate In frequency,
and she censed to cough. One after an-
other, the distresglng symptoms left her,
Shie took, In all, nine boxes of the pllls
At the present time she Is in perfeot
lenith. The alteration in her mind and
body 18 nlmost past bollef.

“I eannot ®ay enough in praise of Dr.
Willims' Pink Pllis, they have saved the
life of our dgughter, Wo have recom-
mended the pllla to o number of friends,
and If there s any one elge who would
like the benefit of our experience with
this remady, we will gladly answer any
inguirios*

Btate of New York,
Tompking Counly, aa.

Charles M, Hurnett belng duly sworn
siys he I tho step father of Hattle King,
and resides at No, 84 Humboldt street,
In the ity of 1thaca, and that the fore-
golng 18 a true report of his stntement.

OHARLES M. BURNETT,

Subperibed and sworn to before me
May 8, 15817,

C. It WOLCOT'T, Notary Publle,

In and for Tompkina County, N. Y,

Dr, Willlma® Pink Pllla for Pale Peos
ple contnin all the clementa necessary (o
glve now life und richness 1o the bloed
and restore shin J nerves, 'They are
pold In boxen (never in loose form, by
the dogen or hundred) at B0 eenta a box,
or alx boxes for §2 60, and may be had
of all drugginta or directly by mall from
Dir, Willlama' Medicine Co, Behenoos
tady, N. Y.

it
HIT KNIDW BEANS, ANY WAY.
ehmond Tines: At Centorville, Ky,
the other day, Captain J, I Hindman,
nominee of the aound mohey Demoeraey
of thut wtate for the posttlon of olerk of
thi colnrt of appeals, KoL Into an wrg-
ment with a elver man, who elalned
that good prices Al nol provadl

SWhy, don't yon admit that wheat 1a
1o weas inleed
“he annwersd
SAnd nre 1ol eattle Mght*

Wyt

SANd 1 nol tobaceo high
SRt
A e ol earn bigh

wan his reply
s ol eheep high

“Are ot homs hilght"

¥ drawled the sllver man, “huat
groon bapnm v welling awlfal Jow; #
farmer, wold ms o peck for a dime tos
any

e hleni's Avnlon Salye,

The Lest walve In the world for euls,
brudses, mores, ulcers, aalt rhewm, faver
poras, detter, sanppad hands, ahilbintog,
cornm nod all ehilo eruptions, and poals
Uvoly coron plles, or no pay regulred; 11
I munrantead (o give perfect antisfae
thon o money refonded. Price 556 cenis
per bog, 1or sale by Logan Drug Co
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ON THE BAY,

:'x;lw. Chilly, don't you wisht all dis water wuz ram?"
‘Naw,"

“Cause why?"
“Cause It 'ud be bay rum,”

SADLY SMITTEN.

Harry—Why have you stopped visiting Miss Silversides? I thought you hed
been badly etruck by her beauty.

Adolphus—No, 1 was struck by her father.

CHOLLY COMMENTS ON NATURE.
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1-By gawge, what & queeah hahmiesa ewetchure a fwag.

fTaw gwaceful It Jumpns,

-Thundah! 1l




